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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
Surprise! 


This one almost wrote itself so, ta daaaa@ @ @ 
**WARNING** Tissues may be needed. 
| can't really say "| hope you enjoy this" because this one cuts deep..or it does for me. 


Anyway, there could be a Nikki and Tommy one in the works but it will need a lot of planning. Or there could 
be more AU knock-offs. Basically, what I'm saying is that. have too many options to choose from! 


Love you all.stay safe, stay kind. 


J 


Song Inspiration: 


Max Merritt - Slipping Away From Me 


https://youtube/ltqZ%50J_sw 
Baby, Ive been watching you 
Watching everything you do 

And | just cant help feeling 
Someone else is stealing 

You away from me 

/ see it written in your eyes 

And you confirm it with your les 
Though the whp you weave can hold me 
| would rather that you told me 
Where you want to be 

Ooh! slipping away from me 

Ooh! slipping away from me 

And its breaking me in two 


Watching you slipping away 


Because We Can Tour 
Show 107 


December 2013 


Brisbane, Australia 


https://youtube/BLXnU8vRtol 


Finally! was his first waking thought as Jon lay staring at yet another blank ceiling in yet another generic hotel 
room. It didn't matter how expensive the rooms were or how exotic the land was, they were all the same and 


none of them held any joy anymore. 


He dragged his arm across his eyes in an attempt to quell the dark thoughts from spinning around in his head, 
something that had happened every day since Calgary. 


Two hundred and fifty-nine days ago to be exact. 


He just wanted to get this one last night over and done with, put this shit-show of a tour behind him once and 
for all and get on that plane for home. But apart from spending time with his family, even going home didn't 
hold much appeal right now. 


Maybe he should move everyone out of the big house for a while? Perhaps go to the Hamptons for a 
vacation? Or the city? Anywhere but the big house where ghosts lay in wait for him, ready to pounce 
unexpectedly from every room..especially the grounds where they used to walk off their drunk or their mad, 
The Shoe Inn, where the wine flowed freely, or Sanctuary Sound, where much of the music that they'd both 
held so dear was birthed. 


He pulled a pillow from above his head and covered his face with it but not before he inhaled deeply. Did he 
want that to be his last breath, he wondered as he held the pillow down firmly with his arm? He didn't think 
so..but he had no idea how to keep on breathing anymore when his world was on the precipice of disintegrating 
as soon as he stepped off the stage tonight. Tightening his fingers into the soft fluffiness, Jon screamed into 
the down-filled pillow until he was breathless. He couldn't find it in himself to care that he'd pay for that later 
tonight. 


The phone beside the bed chose that exact moment to disturb his downward spiral. There were only a handful 
of people that would have the guts to ring his room this early in the morning. His brothers; by blood or band. 


Which is why he had known that it was serious when Paul Korzilius called his room so early those two hundred 


and fifty-nine days ago. 


He hoped that if he ignored the phone, whoever was on the other end would give up after a few rings. He 
glared at the offending device from beneath his pillow and, when it rang out, he breathed a sigh of relief, only 


for it to become a groan of frustration when it immediately started ringing again. 


Throwing his arm out from the bed and having to stretch to reach it, Jon wrapped his hand around the 
receiver and brought it to his ear. "What?!" he growled. 


"Oh...did | wake you, Boss?" 
Only David would have to state the obvious first thing in the morning. 


"Whaddya think?!" Jon replied with a heavy sigh, flinging the pillow away, rolling to one side and eventually into a 
sitting position. 


"Sorry..but me and Teek wondered if you want to join us for breakfast out in the sunshine?" David asked 


hopefully. "It's last show day. We thought we'd celebrate a little. Phil's coming too." 
"Nah, go without me," he said. "I got work to do." 
"What work?! It's the last day, man. Play hooky for once in your life," his friend said. 


"Just coz its the last day doesn't mean | still don't got work to do," Jon sighed. "Just. just go without me. Ill 


order up-." 
"We'll come to you then," David persisted. 


"| said no, D," Jon snapped. "Sorry..." he sighed, hearing his friend's sharp inhale. "Please, Lema..not today, okay? 
Ill see you later at sound check" 


"Fine," David said tersely. "I can't believe you're still pining over that asshole, though. He. Left. Jonny." Each 
word was said with a hefty amount of venom and disdain behind them that Jon just couldn't ignore. 


"You don't think | know that?!" Jon snarled and instantly regretted it. "Just.just go have breakfast. Go explore 
the city or somethin." He hung up without waiting for an answer and dragged his hands over his face, sliding 
them up into his hair and tugging on it painfully. He knew that David, Tico and Hugh were hurting too but he 
simply couldn't deal with David's biting disapproval, absolute dismissal and snarky remarks today. 


He pushed up from the bed and felt every one of his years as his knees creaked and his back pinched slightly. 
He couldn't even summon up the energy to go jogging today. He was done. Physically and mentally. If he ever 
saw a guitar again after tonight, it would be too soon. 


He padded into the bathroom to empty his bladder before hitting the shower. But before he did that he 
returned to the main room and turned on a local radio station, Triple M, their main promoter, to listen to while 
he showered. 


Jon hadn't lied to David, he did have a lot of work still to do, like perfecting the set list for the three hours of 


live stream that they were planning for and a bunch of scheduled phone-in interviews too. 


God..he hated interviews at the best of times but they'd been particularly brutal since Calgary, with the 
barrage of constant questions about his missing guitarist and he always felt as though he finished up sliced 


and diced by the end of them. 


As he showered, lathering the shampoo through his hair, he let his hands drop to his side when Prayer 
started playing on the radio. It had been bound to happen and it reminded him that he had those damn radio 
interviews coming up before sound check. Letting his head hang back in the stream of hot water to rinse out 


the suds, Jon let his mind wander back to the night they'd finished writing that song with Desmond. 


Richie came trotting down the basement stairs of his parents‘ place after seeing Desmond out. Desmond, Riche and 
himself had just had a very productive writing session even though Jon wasn't convinced that Livi On A Prayer 
was going to be a hit lke the other two dd 


"Well, that was fun!" Richie said to him as he sprawled on the couch beside him, leaning heavily against him as was 
his wont. "I think we've got a couple of monsters there," he said, reaching across Jon and snatching the notepad 
from where it balanced precariously on the arm, only to slouch against him again 


'Eh." Jon shrugged, ‘it's okay. It just sounds a little foo poppy for us." They'd always said they wanted to go down 
the hard rock path and that's what he and Richie had been writing toward previously. 


"Wait until | work out the hook and solo," Richie gushed, ‘and then | think get Davey in to do some magic with his 
keys. A big swell of sound before | come in with the chunky stuff" 


"You really like it, huh?" Jon asked, watching his friend closely, 


"Yeah," he replled "And | can’t believe that you dont see it. What's it gonna take for me fo convince you? How 
about | buy you dinner?" 


‘Forget it," Jon chuckled lightly, trying to snatch the notepad back but Richie was too quick for him. Richie grinned 


at him and waggled his eyebrows. "Gimme it, asshole," he laughed as he lunged for it again only for Richie to lift one 
side of his ass and slide the notepad beneath him. 


"You think that's gonna stop me?" Jon challenged before he tried once more but his move quickly dissolved into a 
wrestling match on the battered old couch 


‘Gimme it, fucker," he panted, finally gaining an advantage over the brunette by sitting on Richie's lap and holding his 
arms by the wrists above his head They were both panting and sweating lightly from the exertion 


‘Nuh-uh, baby," he said with a shake of his head, sending his dark hair flying. "You gotta give me somethin’ for it." 


"Oh, | do, do I?"Jon qualified "I thought you were going to take me out on a date?" he queried. 


‘Did | say it was a date?" Richie asked as he shifted beneath Jon suddenly, as though trying to get away from 
beneath him. 


But Jon wasn't going to let him off that easily and planted himself down further. "Well, knowing you, we'll no doubt 


have at least one drink with our meal, right?!" 
"At least one, sure." 


‘So that sounds lke a date to me, baby ," Jon said He watched something fit over Richie's face and, by damn, if 
the man didn't bife on his bottom lp at him lke he did when there was a pretty girl around. 


İt occurred to him then that Richie wasnt putting up a fight any longer either. But it was those damnable soft 
brown eyes that transfixed him. Jons mouth suddenly went dry and he slipped out his tongue fo wet his lps only 
fo have the shutters come down over the comforting, yet suddenly unsettling, gaze. 


von loosened his hold on Richie's wrists but didn't remove his hands just yet. Instead, he let his fingers trail over the 
bumps of the mans muscles and veins in his forearms. Richie's eyelids flew open at the touch Hs eyes now held 


dark promises full of heat 


With his heart thudding in his ears, Jon leaned forward and pressed his lps against the softness of his guitarists 
mouth. Jon's hands moved to either side of Richie's face and he felt Richie traverse down his back to Jon's ass, 


cupping a cheek in each hand. 
They broke from the kiss, heads spinning and chests heaving. "Shit," Jon muttered 


‘Now will you listen to me?" Richie asked 


"Hi! This is Jon Bon Jovi and I'll be joining the team on Triple M this afternoon at 2. Be there or be square!" 


Jon shook himself, leaving the memories behind. "Fuck," he muttered at the cheesy pre-recorded greeting as 
he made sure all the shampoo had been rinsed out before he threw in a quick conditioning step, deliberately 
ignoring his dick that was aching to be touched. 


"That was the one and only Jon Bon Jovi and we'll be chatting to him on the phone a little later. The boys are 
playing the final show of their tour tonight at Suncorp Stadium. With limited tickets still on sale, you'd better 
get them now before they all disappear." The announcer's voice droned on as Jon turned off the water with a 
vicious flick of his wrists. "But right now we're gonna cast you way back to the ‘TOs. This is Max Merritt with 
Slippin’ Away. I'm Brady Hall and you're listening to 1045 Triple M" 


Jon stepped out of the shower and reached for a towel to start drying off as the music started. He turned 
his concentration toward the radio as he threw the towel over his head to dry his hair. He was always 


interested in the Golden Oldies of local artists. 


Baby, We been watchng you 
Watchng everything you do 
And l just cant help feeling 
Someone else is stealng 

You away from me 


The haunting echo of voices caught Jon's attention. Grabbing another towel to go around his waist, he walked 
out of the bathroom and padded to the end of the bed with the intention of getting dressed. But his mind had 


other things on its agenda as he sat on the strange mattress. 


"Youre what?!" Jon squawked 
‘hm gettin’ married," Richie said "Heather said yes!" 
"But..what about..us?" Jon asked 


"What about us?!" Richie countered "You're married too, don't forget. The only difference is, lm giving you the 
courtesy of felling you beforehand" 


‘But-," Jon started but when the words didnt come easily to him, he stopped He stood from the chair he was 
sitting in and walked through the empty studio to the small kitchenette at the end of the building and back before 
he felt calm enough to speak again He came to a complete stop in front of Richie who was sitting back in the 


office chair, watching him with a neutral expression 


don chewed on his thumbnail for a moment as their eyes held their own conversation. "Would you have stopped 
me?" Jon finally asked, his voice low. It quivered with nerves and emotion. "F | had fold you before Dot and | flew 
out..would you have stopped me?" 


Richie sighed sadly and pushed up from the chair. He tugged Jon's hand away from his face before enveloping him in 
his arms, holding him close. "Yes," Riche said softly, his breath warm against Jon's ear. '! would have asked you not 
fo go. But would you have listened to me?" 


Jon scoffed at his old self. No, he probably wouldn't have listened. Not then 


There hadn't been much of "them" after that conversation. 


He and Dot had eloped after getting drunk one night in ‘84 after a show and hopped on the first plane to Vegas. 
He celebrated his nuptials with a new tattoo and a monster of a headache. He wasn't quite sure why he chose 
the steer's skull but on reflection, he'd often wondered if that was his way of recognising that he was 


becoming dead inside. 


Jon was a bystander as much as he was an integral part of Richie's and Heather's life. It was a rollercoaster 
ride for them all. After Richie had met Heather, his guitarist was the happiest Jon had ever seen and that 


wheeled carriage seemed to go higher and faster still when little Ava was born 
Í see it written in your eyes 

And you confirm it with your lies 

Though the whip you weave can hold me 

Í would rather that you fold me 

Where you want to be 


Richie had been, and was still, completely besotted with his daughter. Jon could totally understand that parental 
love for your child transcended anything and everything else. He knew he would lay down his life for Stephanie 
and the boys if he had to and he knew how completely Richie loved; with his mind, his body and soul. But Jon 


still missed being on the receiving end of that kind of love from the older man. 


It amazed Jon that Richie had lasted as long as he did because when that rollercoaster had started coming 
back down from that final big loop into the sky, it had derailed in spectacular fashion. Jon had found himself 
helpless to do anything other than to be there and to try and put all the pieces back together. 


Firstly, Heather blindsided Richie by issuing divorce papers whilst the band were on tour. The news had hit the 
press long before Richie was even aware of it and it was at that moment that Jon had lost all respect for the 


petite blonde. 


He wanted to be the one that Richie came running to but his paramour chose to indulge in a string of air- 
headed beauties, bitches and well-endowed paid escorts. 


But it was Denise, however, that stood out the most amongst all of those. She had her own problems, which 
didn't help with Richie's drinking as they partied all their spare time away when neither of them had their 


respective children. 


Richie slipping and breaking his shoulder should have been the epitome of his downfall, adding pain pills to his 
repertoire of panacea after refusing Jon's offer of cancelling shows, preferring to use state-of-the-art 


specialist treatments to promote the faster healing of his bones. 


Eventually, Richie received word that his divorce had been finalised and life was able to take the first tentative 
steps toward normalcy. But then the unthinkable happened. Richie's dad, Adam, passed away only days after 
that notification was received. Adam was one of his son's staunchest supporters, as were all their parents. 


Richie, being an only child, however, had created an even stronger bond between the family of three. 


Richie had been a broken man. But only Jon could see how deeply the loss had affected him. Jon was the only 
one privy to the quiet cries from inside Richie's hotel room at night when they eventually hit the road again 


The first time Jon went to his door and knocked, Richie told him to go away. But he kept knocking until the man 
gave in and opened it. Jon had slipped inside the door without invitation and locked it behind him, following Richie into 
the room further. He cast a quick look around the room and noticed an open bottle of vodka that was already 
heading toward being empty and Jon hated to think what else Richie had consumed with the clear liquid 


"Whaddya want, Jonny?" Richie asked hoarsely, clearly not bothering to hide the fact that he'd just been crying 


But Jon didn't answer, choosing instead to stand in front of his hurting friend and hold his arms out. Hs heart was 
breaking for the older man when he saw Richie struggling to hold his stoic facade together. Richie's chin trembled as 
he chewed on his bottom lp and his eyes couldn't hold Jons for more than a brief moment. 


"l don’t want anything, Rich," Jon said softly, reaching for one of Richie's hands that hung limply beside him. He was 
half afraid that Richie would shrug him off and boot him from his room but once that first touch happened 
between them, Richie had collapsed into his arms lke a drowning man clinging fo a buoy. 


don held him tight that night and curled up on the hotel bed together until Richie had fallen asleep out of sheer 
exhaustion He did the same thing every night that Richie struggled until he was completely replaced by the booze 
and, in hindsight, the painkillers 


The public persona, not unlike his own, was firmly in place until it started to affect his work and Jon was 
forced to intervene. Thankfully, he had been able to convince Richie to seek help and in June, he saw his best 


friend enter rehab for the first time. 


For the most part, Richie remained partially sober after rehab. The reliance on painkillers had ceased and the 
drinking had been curbed somewhat but had never completely released the shackles from around the guitarist, 


citing the occasional drink for relaxation purposes. 


However, when he was pulled over and handed a DUI charge with his precious Ava and her friend in the vehicle 


with him, even Richie acknowledged he'd gone too far. He had been placed on three years of good behaviour and 


Jon saw the re-emergence of his Richie again. 


But yet again it wasn't to last. 


‘Rich, you need to go get help again," Jon said hesitantly after a particularly disastrous rehearsal where David had 
stalked off stage, with a pissy, "Call me when he's sober." 


"You fuckin' hypocritical piece of shit," Richie yelled as he almost tossed his beloved guitar on the ground in a pique 


of outrage. "You're no fuckin’ angel, Rashbaum." Jon winced at Richie's use of David's old name. 


It had taken everything that Jon and Hugh had to stop Richie from going after David Even Tico had come down 
from behind his kit fo assist and Jon quickly called a halt to rehearsals, opting to take Richie back to the hotel to 


cool down. 


‘lm fine, Jon," Richie snapped as Jon pushed him into his room and closed the door behind himself. "lm just tired 


There's nothing wrong with me." 


"F you think that then youre full of shit," Jon snarled in return, grabbing Richie's arm, and halting his exit from the 
hotel room. They were in New Orleans after flying in from Vancouver a couple of days previously. "I know youre 


hurting, babe..but you're also hurting the rest of us." 


The foggy brown eyes flicked over him and Jon felt the disdain and hurt in them as painfully as a physical blow. He 
hated seeing his best friend in this state. 


"Babe?!" the guitarist scoffed at him. "You dont get fo call me babe anymore, Jonny." 


"Why?!" Jon challenged "Coz Im not one of those big-breasted bimbos that you keep around for a quick fuck here 
and there?!" 


‘No, no! Fuck you, Jon!" Richie said, shaking his arm loose from his gnp. He started walking toward the door again 
‘Oh! Wait," he said, turning and pinning Jon with dull eyes that had once been so full of life. "Thats it, isnt it?!" 
Riche asked, with a hint of foulness in his tone lke the bitter aftertaste left on the back of the tongue after 


vomiting. "You're jealous?! You wanna be the one Im fuckin’ now?" 


"Thats not it, Rich," Jon said through his teeth, "and you know it, You've got commitments. To your daughter, your 
mom..to me and the boys in the band" 


Riche scoffed derisively, rolling his eyes at Jon. "It's always the fuckin' band You know, you coulda just left it at 
Mom, Ava and | woulda accepted that. And maybe at a pinch, you" 


Richie sighed and dropped his head back on his shoulders. "But the real you, Jonny. Not the huge star with the killer 
smile and the alluring ass. Not the man that stands out there every night but the real you." 


Riche turned his attention from the ceiling to look at him and Jon squirmed slightly under the scrutiny. "The one 
that doesn't know what to do with his hands when he's uncomfortable and usually ends up biting his nails." 


Jon pulled his hand away from his face as though burned and shoved them into his pockets 


Richie's mouth shifted into a partial smile at the movement. "The one with the hopes and dreams we used fo Talk 
about until the early hours of the morning. The one that anybody who has a heartbeat, can't say no to. The one 


whose face softens unimaginably when someone he loves is within touching distance." 


Richie turned and stepped up close to Jon, watching him closely before a ghost of a smile graced his Ips. "There it 
is. thats the look," he whispered 


Jon clenched his teeth in an effort to restrict the sob that threatened to spill out. He had to swallow heavily a 
couple of times before he could get the words to form. "Then go to rehab for me," Jon whispered hoarsely, 
‘Please! That me doesnt ever want to get a phone call in the middle of the night." 


"Why bother? Nothing is going to change, is it?" his lover asked and Jon could hear the defeat in Richie's voice. 
"Youre still not going to listen to me, are you?" Richie sighed and turned away from Jon 


Even Richie's third attempt at rehab couldn't stop the rot that had invaded their relationship over time. On 
reflection, Jon hadn't seen it until it was too late. He had a business to run, he had responsibilities, for fuck 


sake. But even if he had seen it sooner, he would have been powerless to stop it. 


He wanted to be like the others and just run away from all those responsibilities. To jet off to Hawaii or St 


Barth's, sit in the sun and drink his day away, for more than just a week or two of vacation time. 

But he couldn't bring himself to let go of the reins either because he'd worked too fucking hard to get them 
all to where they were in the fickle music world, to let go now and watch his empire crumble down around 
him. 

Ooh! sipping away from me 

Over the past nine months, however, Jon had had plenty of time to ruminate on the decline and he kicked 
himself for not recognising Richie's increasing unhappiness; the missed rehearsals, the subtle remarks in the 
press not to mention the pinched mouth and the dull eyes when forced to smile for press photos. 


The joy had dissipated from his guitarist, his best friend and past-love. 


Ooh! sipping away from me 


How fucking arrogant he, the great and mighty Jon Bon Jovi, had been to think that adding one measly solo 
song of Richie's to this latest band album would be sufficient to keep the man by his side. 


How blind he'd been in not fostering that immense talent all these years and not allowing the man to shine 
more from within the band. Why hadn't he allowed Richie to take centre stage for more than one song here 
and there? Clearly, the fans loved to hear Richie sing with that whiskey-smooth blues voice that blended so 
well with his. 


Jon would never divulge to anyone that he had all of Richie's albums on his iPod playlists to listen to late at 


night when he was all alone just to hear his voice again. 
The groan he emitted, echoing in the empty room, tipped over the edge into a whimper. 
Why had he insisted on touring this damnable record immediately, effectively cutting Richie off at the knees 


by forcing him to cancel his own tour? Why did he think this lacklustre aloum was any better than Richie's 
Aftermath album? 


He'd failed his best friend in every way imaginable and now he had to live with the consequences, which 


included having replacements on stage instead of the real thing. 

And its breaking me in two 

The ‘should haves’ rolled around in his head as the lyrics of this random song he'd never heard before, broke 
through his fiercely held composure. Now he was the one crying in a hotel room but without anyone to 


comfort him. 


He rolled to his side and curled into the foetal position, burying his face into the towel he still held as he 


mourned his lost friend. 
What was that quote about releasing someone to see if they came back to you? 


lm ready to listen, Rich. l'm finally ready to listen to you So I'm releasing you, baby," Jon said into the void. 


"Please come back to me someday.” 


Watching you sipping away... 


As the song drew to a close, Jon recognised that he was now lying on his back staring at that blank ceiling 
again He stared at the blankness until he could see those weird little squiggly things in his vision. 


He blinked them away, resolution filled his veins as he hauled his aching bones from the bed before moving into 
the bathroom to wash his face again. He looked at his reflection and idly noted the deep lines that hadn't been 


there the same time last year or even last week and he wasn't even going to acknowledge the puffy, red eyes. 


He reached for his eye drops to calm the redness somewhat before having to see anyone. He was lucky the 
interview was just going to be a phone-in and not in-studio or a video grab. But he would face the questions 


with as much candour as possible, just giving the barest of answers. 


One more time. One more show. 


~The End~ 


